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twisted and we were amid the Bazaar, Here and there
a merchant whom I had patronized called a blessing
to me. Now I entered the Jeddah gateway and from
the rise below the forts I looked back several times
upon Mecca. A tangle of low roofs filled with shadows,
a great block of buildings in the centre. That was my
last glimpse before we passed into the sunset upon the
desert.

" I will come back again/' I decided while the donkeys
clattered over the stones.

In the soft sand beyond the Boundary Towers my
guide and I made Mograb. The castles on the hills and
the crags themselves stood out strangely in the dusk
until, by and by, complete night came and I concentrated
on my memories of the pilgrimage.

Periodically I could see the Matof s arm gliding
down his white robe to a belt where the revolvers
were kept. He fumbled continually with the triggers
and presently I felt much more nervous about the
possibility of a shot from him than about any Bedouin
ambush.

This time, however, no bullets were aimed at us.
Silently we trotted through the gloom until sunrise,
when we reached the wretched market-square of Bera*
For an hour we stopped there to let our donkeys
rest and drink while the coffee-house owner brought
us cups of glowing hot Mocha. Soon the sun came
up. Through the gradually brightening day our trek
continued.